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Ouija is just a game, isn't it? 


Author's Notes: 
This is my first fanfic.. Enjoy! 


I'm lying on my math textbook. God, I'm hella tired. | honestly lack sleep. And | want to do anything but study. 

| look at myself on the mirror. | look ugly as fuck. My messy hair and my overworn Metallica t-shirt. Yeah, I'm 
a typical teenage Metallica fangirl. | fucking love these guys. | keep finding them hot as fuck | keep imagining 
making out with them. But | keep those fantasies hidden or I'll get everybody weirded out. 


I'm home alone and extremely bored. | just take a look to the stuff lying around, in hope | will find something 
interesting to do. | would play guitar, but I'm completely talentless. 


But my eye catches something really weird and metal that | have never seen before. 


An ouija board. 


| honestly have no idea how you use this. But | dont really believe in this shit. So why not mess a bit around 
to kill time? 


| get the planquette in my hands and start spelling weird shit. 
«POTATOES» 

«lAMTHETA BLE» 

Then | remember: Kirk Hammett has some ouija board guitars. 
So why not call him? He's not dead though. 

Yeah, like this thingy works either way. 

«KI RKHAME T T» | spell 


XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 


| wake up to understand l'm sleeping alone, in a place that I've never seen before. It looks like an untidy and 


cheap apartment. There is a drum kit and some amplifiers. 

Curious (and quite terrified), | get up from the bed and see a mirror. 

| look at my reflexion. 

OH MY GOD. What happened? 

lve got black, long, curly hair. My eyes are also huge and brown My skin is dark.. 

| LOOK JUST LIKE A FEMALE VERSION OF KIRK HAMETT. 

| have no idea how the hell this ouija worked or what I'm going to do about this. 

The ring of an old school phone on the floor immediately stops my thoughts. | decide to answer it. 

«Hello?» 

«Kirky, where the fuck are you?» 

This. Sounded. Like. James. Hetfield. 

«Unam...» 

«Girl, | don't know about your guitar skills, but your timing skills are fucking poor. You said that you live just a 
corner away from the cafeteria we were supposed to meet at. It's your try to join us because we need a good 


guitarist. And we've been waiting here for like an hour». 


Holy fuck. I'll try to act cool and have fun Have | got anything to lose after all? 


«Yeah man I'm sorry, I'm coming» 


«Ok, waiting for yal» 


| rush open the wardrobe which was towards the bed. | find a pair of blue jeans a misfits shirt and some 


sneakers. They all fit me perfectly. Nice. 

| see a guitar case in the corner of the room. There is a black flying v style guitar in there. | grab it and open 
the apartments door. | get outside the block of flats after descending the stairs. After asking a passing by, | 
find the cafeteria. 


And there, | see it. It looks like something from my dreams. 


James, Lars and Cliff are seating in a cafeteria. While | approach them, James looks stunned. Yes, I'm not used 


to being hot. 

"Hello guys, I'm Kirky", | say, trying not to show that my heart beats faster than Lars‘ most speedy drumming. 
"Im James, the guitarist and singer" 

"'m Lars, the drummer" 

"lm Cliff, the bassist" 

| know. 

"Nice to meet you, guys!" 

"So, have you ever heard of Metallica before?" Lars asks me. 

"Kinda", | reply, thinking it would be a proper response. 


"Joined any other bands?" Cliff said. 


| wouldn't think | would ever join a band. 


"No, but I've practiced guitar for many years" 
| surprise myself to reply to these questions so successfully. 


"So we can't be sure that you're good", James says, half smiling. 


"Why don't we jam around to find out?" 


"Right, girl!" Cliff replies. "But we can't in this cafeteria". 


"Ive got stuff in my house. We can go there" 
What the fuck did | just say? 


"Okay, just let us pay the coffee" James replies. 

James and Cliff bring up some guitar cases, while Lars kindly pays the waitress. We all leave, and I'm bringing 
them to my house. | have no fucking idea what I'm doing. 

After a minute of walking (and some horny looks James gave me) we arrive to the small apartment. 

"Nice place!" Lars compliments while hitting the drums. 


"Thank you!" | politely say. 


"And you've got good stuff" James points out while getting his guitar connected to the amplifier. | smile and 


plug my own guitar to an amplifier next to his. 
"Let's start jamming, guys!" Cliff remembers. 
"How about some motörhead. Like, ace of spades." James proposes. 


"Why not?" | reply, terrified on the inside. | can't even play this song half speed, alone. But what else am | 


gonna say? 


We start jamming. 
And my playing is hella good 


"Oh my god, you rocked this girll" Lars says while making the metal horns. 

"She's honestly really good" Cliff points out. 

"Yeah, absolutely.” James is horny staring at me. Again "So, how about some Black Sabbath? Paranoid?" 
"Sure" | say confidently. 

We jammed and headbanged to many songs, from lots of artists. | was playing without even thinking. And my 
riffs were the one better than the other. After playing The Number Of The Beast, James makes an 
announcement: 


"Kirky, you are very, very good at this. You're hired!" 


| smile and high-five my now band mates. 


"Guys, I'm having a really good time, but Lars and | need to go" Cliff says while looking to his watch. "Can you 


continue without me?" 

"Ok man" James replies. 

"Goodbye" | tell tnem, as they approach the door and leave. 

"So, what do you wanna play next?" | ask James. 

| think we're both looking horny now. 

"You know, l'm in the mood for Led Zeppelin now. How about Whole Lotta Love?" James says smiling. 
"Yeah, why not" 

| start playing the opening riff. And James starts to sing. We get closer and closer. 

When we finish the first chorus, James stops playing. 

We stare at each other for a second and he grabs and kisses me. 


Of course | kiss back. He then grabs me and holds me in his hands, making my guitar cord to fall down, making 
that sharp sound. 


We stop and look at each other for a second. 


"Kirky, | like you a lot" 


"Me too, James" 


| take my guitar off and proceed to remove his. | then kiss him, as passionately as | possibly could, and get my 
legs around his waist. | remove his venom shirt. He then pushes me to the wall, removing my misfits tee and 
starts getting hickeys all over my neck. | scream in pleasure. He then starts unbuttoning his and my pants. We 
help each other get undressed and arrive to the bed. We're now naked. He grabs and puts on a condom and 


then gets inside me. 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 
| hear a loud sound of an object falling. | open my eyes and see my math textbook falling off my desk. My 


right hand is holding a planquette and my left is in the Ouija board, 


| don't even know if | should smile, laugh or cry about this. 


